90          FROM   DKURY   LANE  TO  MECCA

the ribbed stems of several majestic date-palms I saw
a iypieal London bandMaml, the kind one would notice
in an East  End park, and on it an entire platoon of
Indian soldiers, dressed in a kind of sepoy uniform,
was twanging "God Save the King" on Oriental in-
struments,    Tins, of course, took place in our honour,
and we briskly saluted u Union Jark hovering on a
pole nuar the seraglio quarters.    Taking a swift peep
at the orchestra, 1  found it  played with considerable
skill   according   to   the   peruliur   counterpoint  of the
land.   Among the instruments figured a kind of small
triangular harp, very like  the  type  used in Ancient
Egypt,

Hereafter a  negro,  almost   naked  and  obviously a
slave, greeted us, pointing into a wide door.   This was
the throne room.    Per>ian carpets covered a fairly big
floor, on which sat several elderly Arabs,    Upon the
far side we discovered the Sultan himself, lolling on
a kind of small throne or divan  stacked with silk
cushions,   curiously   upholstered   and   quilted   like a
Bedouin saddle-bag.   This ruler dressed without regard
to  modern  conventions.     His  dark,   rather  thickly-
formed features were very Indian, and over them rested
a mighty turban holding a pearl aigrette.    Each ear
likewise glistened with these gems, of which he seemed
fond.    A  simple  but  handsome   light-coloured  robe
covered the Sultan's stocky figure.   When we entered
his  thin,  short-bearded,   youngish   face   was  leaning
over two boys who sat by his side*   They looked about
ten or twelve years old, and behaved in a most affec-